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This being a century of new discoveries, the author 
has been a: long time inquiring into the strange vagaries 
and mysteries of love, on a new theory based on occult 
presumption as to the innate workings of gastronomy 
in connection with psychology, and to his surprise, from 
the investigation, he has found out that the real seat of 
love which was heretofore supposed to be in the. heart, 
is to the best of his knowledge located in the stomach. 

Therefore, as the result of the investigation verified 
by some experience, has convinced him that the sensa- 
tions felt in the heart are only symptomatic of love in 
the stomach, seekers after the truth and the credulous 
who believe in dreams and enchantments, may from the 
solving of this mystery, gain some knowledge as to the 
soundness of the author's judgment in associating love 
as a spiritual essence eliminated from food on the stomach. 
Yet, as to the mystery, whatever the truth really 
may be which lias been his endeavor to ascertain, the 
author in giving his opinions on the subject here in 
print, commends this volume to his readers for their 
serious consideration, which even if his reasonings do 
^ not convince the scientist and pathologist, its fanciful 

ideas and curious details, he hopes will at least, afford 
others of both sexes who desire to be informed by in- 
structive reading on subjects and substances gastronom- 
ic ically discussed, esthetically investigated and philoso- 
5* phized morally as to the mysterious vagaries of love 
considered herein as only an ephemeral phenomenon. 
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LOVE IS IN THE STOMACH, 
NOT THE HEART. 



PART I 



A BACHELOR'S LAMENT. 

WOMAN : 
I BLAME NOT HER BEAUTY. 

I BiiAME not her beauty, as loveliness of face and form, 

Is the work of the Creative Spirit, 
Touching the heart and making us sigh 

And love the fair possessor of it ; 
Tis only when its owner proves unkind, 

Is cold of heart, ungrateful, that we her scorn 
And censure beauty as a charming lie. 
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6 LOVE IS IN THE STOMACH, 

I blame not her beauty, for beauty is a jewel 

When with purity it gleams in a sincere heart, 
Pleasing the eye, and showing therein, 

That no false lustre of heart is glittering . 
Tis when she with beauty's diamond gem endow'd, 

Makes use of it to fascinate, to charm 
And set the dup'd heart burning with feign'd love fuel, 

That her beauty is a snare, us to alarm. 

I blame not her beauty, for by dint 

Of its adornment, 
Man's heart is held firm by its chaste and holy spell, 

Giving due proofs of speaking him bless'd 
With the fetters of true love's sincerity ; 

Joined to truth and prudence, this beauty can do. 
But what if he strays through the groves of inconstancy. 
To gather beauty's flower where no love blossoms 
grow ? 
Better for him that he should pluck a modest daisy 

for life's ornament, 
Than a gaudy beauty with garlands of marigold dress'd. 

But I do blame her beauty when she, evanescent 

as a cloud, 
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Radiant with fickle, silvery tinted whims, 

Gleamingly smiling, first on one path, then on t'other, 
Rollicking, rolling away, gliding unevenly, 

Moving along from place to place, ever changing 
Her loves, and friendships made at balls and soirees, 

Showing her frailty of no fixed affection. 
Then soon gone is the charm that can please, 

Leaving on its dim path, sorrow's gloomy shroud, 
Showing that her beauty, at which her lovers' bow'd, 

Was not that of an Angel Heavenly. 

I do blame her beauty when she's more pretty than wise, 
/£ And yet, if she'd have been more wise than pretty, 
Scorning my gaze and refusing to smile, 

She would then have shown less fondness for me. 
For, itaHtgrare a sight to see white snow in summer, 

As to find beauty with wisdom combined. 
Therefore, as wisdom seems not to be stored in her mind, 

me having faiPd awhile 

To win her heart, perhaps, with a pair of asking eyes, 
And words to charm her with a true lover's fond Idyl. 

No, I blame not her beauty. How can we judge 
Of wisdom and beauty in one woman blent, 
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8 LOVE IS IN THE STOMACH, 

Choosing the one, refusing the other V 

Ten will accept beauty, even though they find it 
An enchantress, a siren, a demon in disguise. 

A fool may prefer beauty, not being wise, 
A wise man may do the same, but instead 

Of relying on beauty solely, he looks for health, 
Strength and good temper, for peace when he's wed. 

I say this not as a grudge, 
In the way of a lagging indifference to beauty* 

But only as being my logical duty, 
In showing how wisdom when to man sent, 

Can all the superior pretences of beauty smother. 



I blame not her beauty, for swift is beauty's flight, 

Like many a flower,, but the growth of a season, 
Drooping, fading, blooming to expire in the light ; 

For blossoms that grow quickly, early decay, 
Hence, her fair beauty's rosebud may soon wither away 

Here in fantastic groves of no permanent culture. 
So, beauty being a jewel that most of us desire, 

We it from the human mind receiving, 
Its features need ripe thoughts of wisdom, 

To keep loves fair decaying blooms in sight, 
Yes, even when there is no beauty to admire. 
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GLEAMS OF BEAUTY. 

A new day dawns upon my spirit, 
Gleams of beauty of a roseate light seen; 
Birth of a chaste seraphic soul blushing 
With an ideal bliss that gives my heart 
No rest — a being divine, as in a dream that comes 
From some hallow'd region of an ideal clime. 

Cautious and timid, it comes to my pillow, 
And pressing its lips close to mine ear, it whispers 
Words fondly of tender endearment. 

' Friend enamor'd with all that's great and good, 
Thou art on ground enchanted, where dwelleth 
Thereon, meekness, hope and love. Go no more 

hence, 
To rival nature with thy skill, but stay 
Thou near me thy own heart's favorite, here 
Where nought but love and trutlj alone abideth.' 

Dreams of love and hope, how illusive ! 
How soon dispelled to make the lone heart feel 
They come not true ! Awakened, no lips kiss 

mine, 
Only two soft boiled eggs touch my lips in the 

morning \ 
And yet I'm told to cease the energy that's in 

me — no mpre 
To do art work proudly, nobly well ; . 
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10 LOVE 18 IN THE STOMACH, 

To fold my sketching kit; have done with 

paint; 
Nor go again to hear the surge of ocean waves ; 
Nor see them dash in spray against huge rocks ; 
Nor sit upon the brink of cliffs where gulls are 

heard 
Commingling screams, with sad bewailing strains 
From my lone heart so long of love bereft. 

Alas ! this must I still do — keep on roaming 
From shore to shore ; from vale to mountain 

top ; 
From dawn to noon's bright glare and dusky 

eve, 
At scenes yet toiling, which I have done, with 
More than half of my life's time gone through 
A round of lonely, sad, benighted days, 
Each year to woman's love a stranger. 

Alas ! A fondness for liver and bacon, or 

bacon and eggs, 
Is now the only love my bosom feels. Ah me ! 
Yet on these meals alone, I still must feed 
In bed rooms of houses, where they take in 
Lodgers to fleece and flay them with fleas, 
Or in dingy bar parlors of noisy taverns, 
The female hosts of which cater to horses 
As well as to me, but not as a guest, 
But, just as if I were a lone tramp of the land, 
Getting none from, and showing no pity 
To the sex whose love sustains not the hunger 

of the heart. 
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Ah me ! a timid, incredulous, shy man 
Who doth riot pleasantly sing of that love 
For which I was created to receive 
Faithfully from those who have none to give me. 
Yes, there are among us those who ar$ not 
wise, 
And so with these, must I then be included. 

Alack a day ! those single, melancholy days 
In sorrow felt, for the indifference I've shown 
To the dictates of affection towards the sex 
That don't wear whiskers. How ungrateful 
Of me self-reproached, and half despised by 

them. 
What the cause, I wonder, of me yet leading 
A single life ? Has vanity been the work 
Of my love's undoing ? If I say, yes, 
You may judge the contrary, and allege 
The reason as somewhat pertaining to neglect, 
Or, even as they who are conceited enough, 
To think themselves beyond the power of wo- 
man's charms. 
Ashamed I ought to be to say that, like 
One unto these with obstinacy added 
To my indifference shown to the whiskerless 

darlings, 
Although they were as pretty then to look at 

as now. 
But with my admiration of beauty, be it known, 
That I was not ignorant of the dangers 
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12 LOVE IS IN THE STOMACH, 

That beset a worthy son of earth with dim 

eyesight, 
On his way through daily life, by doubt led ; 
But of the which view, write I of my love, 
In embryo then, wherein it grew, more and 

more, 
Largely less, thenceforth as a bantling Cupid. 

But, in as much as they in my thoughts are, 
A worthy woman must be a treasure to possess, 
Whether, as a wife, a sister, or a friend, 
Be she ever so poor in purse, lacking which, 
Yet rich enough in modesty to have ; 
With which, indeed, most of them are well 

endowed. 
And, so hereof, as this has been shown to me, 
In the shyness of her timid ways and. looks, 
I feel disposed now to say, apd faithfully believe 
That a woman being an object of pursuit, 
She must be sought, and captured at some risk, 
Before the hunted one accepts the hunter 
As her captor, according to her own will 
And wish, either for, or against you 
Holding her in your power of authority. 

Else know that, from many little schemes 
Big shams arise, hence must thej^ come up 
To the most expert conjurors with their tricks, 
Their whims and bye-play of courtship, 
At which, more mind than heart is often shown ; 
More thought to know each other, and more fears 
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That self interest is the aim and object, 
At the matrimonial game played to win ; 
He, a woman without a heart, perhaps, 
And she, so full of grace and beauty, get 
The full weight of a bought husband full of man 
Of not much worth in him commendable to 
praise. 
So, in this particular, how to be secure, 
Let no one thmk it was needless in my oase, 
Me being short of that which makes the pot boil, 
In fact, with almost no monish at all, 
I fear'd to run the risk of being captur'd. 

How foolish of me having no wings, to have flown 
From the dear enemy that should have been 
Pursued, caught, and held captive with a kiss, 
And the clasp of a warm hand. 
But it seem'd by fate that she was not for me 
An open prospect of desire. Alas ! no. 
To think I should have been indifferent, 
And failed to prize one valued for esteem. 
Now, this as well as love should be well thought 

of; 
Yes, as much, or more than love, when she is 
To be your cook for life. For, after marriage, 
The stomach becomes the seat of heart 

affection ; 
Because the many good things that we desire 

to eat, 
Make the bond of nature strong with love. 
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Therefore, to command all the good that love 
And eating conjoined may give us, 
It may now, as well be known to others that : 

A woman may excel in many virtues, 
And yet, not be a good cook of fish, nor flesh. 
She may keep your hat and coat neat and clean, 
And yet, show no outward tidiness on herself. 
She may also be obedient to your call, 
When you have something to give her, and yet, 
Refuse to do that which should be obeyed, 
Without shoving her back up into a hump. 
She may be full of worth to you, and yet, 
Not be worth a cent to any other man. 
She may have many sweet coaxing ways, 
When asking you for money ; but what if she 

does 
Request gifts, isn't her nature receptive? 
This is what a mean husband ought to consider, 
Although, of whose love he has not the least 

doubt ; 

Even, if he don't know that her sweet love, 
Is kept steadfast with gifts given to her kindly. 

So, having brought my views of matrimony 
Down, so far, on paper scrawled with a pen, 
And knowing that wealth, love and affection, 
Are the comforts of life that should be enjoyed, 
It therefore would be better for me now to make 
a change 
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From gathering gourds in lonesome orchards 
Of life, to the plucking of love apples out of 
The stomach's tender garden. of affection. 

So, thai which we have we know the most of: 
Tet, in knowing women too well, has made more 
Than one man regret the knowledge derived. 
And why ? Because she may have been rather 
Too helpful with his means, entertaining 
Her stomach with iced creams and other sweets, 
Such as spiced and sugar'd buns wash'd down 

with wine cider ; 
She thus under his control, living in luxury 
As a result of his own coldness of heart 
To her shown, perhaps, with censure unjustly. 
Even so be it for as much then to say, 
That such doings are not the ways of the lovable. 
Therefore, it is well to take notice of it, 
Neither one was good enough to have the other; 
Regrets, so much for him, so much for her. 
How sad ! that each one could so trifle with 
Each other's love and means. Indeed it was, 
And likewise have done according to their wills, 
Live up to what they did quite foolishly. 
For, he that will, and she that wont, make 

more jars 
Of damn yams, than they do of damson tarts. 

Now, it is evident, and for very pity 
That it should be so as herein stated 
As an admonition against anger, 
That pulling hair will soon bring a tall man 
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Down on his knees if he's weak, and make him 
Crawl away like a crab, with fright, from her 
Who had clutchd it, but not to shampoo it 
In a manner like unto that of a barber. 
For, even though a giant on his knees, 
Should look up to a woman that pulls wigs, 
Not to clean the head from scurf but to sciatch it, 
He thus humiliated as a humdrum sconc'd, 
Will, as a little dwarf soon seem to her, 
But not to dandle him in her arms as if he were 
a fond. child. 
Let this then admonish others if they're tall, 
Else, to fear them, were to dwarf all hopes 
Of finding the right one without faults. 
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PART II. 



MARRIAGE, FOOD AND TEMPER, 
CONSIDERED. 



LOVE'S FADED FLOWER. 

Again, love's faded flower 

Fair in balmy verdure, 
From secluded dells of fresh blooms bring 

Fragrance of the richest nurture ; 
Alas ! too long withheld since birth, 

From the light of smiling beauty 
Withering on the barren earth. 

fate, on thee I call, come direct me now 
To the home of an ador'd one with whom, 

1 may, when married, partake of viands 
Not tough, but tender enough to proyoke 
A craving for more of the feast, with a sigh 
Of relief at carving a round of beef 

Done rare, in chunks of two pounds on each plate 
For dinner, whenever she dines with me. 
The greater the bulk, the more likely, the more 
faith 
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In the virtues of meat when it's tender. 
Now grizzle and rind being hard to chew, 
Should not for a moment be let come unto you, 
For Health should always gain the victory 
Over that monster Dyspepsia who once 
Contended against me at the struggle 
Of Iiidigestion, but over whom I got 
The mastery, not with doughnuts, pie crust, 
Nor fish bails, but with dart-sticks of celery 
Dipt in qtiassia cUps of bitter tea. 
Hence, comes the query of promises tender, 
That would, indeed, be tough, were I to find 

perch'd 
In the girl I vow'd to feed and clothe for life, 
An obstinate^ stubborn, self-will'd chicken. 
Alas ! methinks that the rooster would soon cease 
To crow his fond praises of so tender a fowl, 
But rather feel, more like using his spurs to comb 
The hair of a head that would be thought of only 
As belonging to a hen made of rubber, 
And so elastic, withal, full of cackle and chuckle, 
Hurling defiance at me, to be free from control, 
So that, she could bounce back to her mother 
And tell her that I'm too mean a man to live 

with. 
"Yes ma, he is" she might say, " especially 
When, if aught I mention of money to give me, 
With which to buy a few dainties, extra nice, 
To indulge a craving of the stomach : 
It is then, ma, that he frowns at me with scorn, 



Digitized by LjOOQ LC 



NOT THE HEART. 19 

And takes occasion to say to me, ' no, I won't/ 
And that I must not waste on delicacies, 
Means that are necessary for real need. 
Yes ma, he is so unfeelingly mean, 
That I've come home again- to live with you." 

Ever the more be it said, and herein set forth, ; 
That some men have been ruined by women, 
All through the love she hath in her stomach. 
And furthermore, no woman who is frugal, 
Be she evjer so much in need of sweets, 
Will be lavish with the means on which 
She lives, denying self as though knowing 
That she was not borngreedy as a pig. 

Now, if this be but one phase of married life, 
ought we, 

Therefore, be afraid to get led to a fateful end- 
ing' . 

Of connubial happiness chill'd with the sour 
misery 

Of stomach, heart and mind, when they're 
not united 

To a softer friend of man, more full of grace, 

One who is a blessing to his race when she 
makes 

Married life a pleasure, not a worry ? 

Let us then be gracious and thankful that 

Such a simple thing as food in the stomach 

Of a woman should gain our special love. 
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PART III. 

LOVE, HEART AND THE STOMACH. 

SOME folks have always had an opinion 
That it is more by the heart than the stomach 
That love in the object adored is kept 
Affectionate, constant and sweet in purity, 
Just as if it were like fresh fish preserved 
On ice to keep it from taint. But this view 
Of the peculiar properties of love 
As a substance, would make it as difficult to 

digest 
In a tender stomach, as would a steak 
Of sup. dried codfiish fried on a charcoal fire, 
With the melting tears of briny eyes, 
And sighs of marrow melancholy fat. 

Now, be it known that the fervor of love, 
Which is supposed to be fixed with the strings 
Of affection to the heart of human beings, 
Arises from a want of the true knowledge 
Of the human anatomy, especially 
The sub-gustatory apparatus 
Of the diaphragm which is attached 
To the cartilage of the ensiformis 
Jls far as the last six ribs extend 
To the transverse process of the first lumber vertebra* 
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!Now this when it contracts, 
Its fibres become straight, and the abdomen 
Diminishes, the muscle playing a most 
Important part in sobbing, sighing, yawning, 
Coughing, laughing, crying and palpitation 
Of the heart, all of which are well known to be 
Heal symptoms of the love complaint. 

Even so, it follows then, that Love may beat 
In the heart for a time, but that time only 
During courtship, while each sweetheart 
Is then constantly in each other's mind. 

But now comes the mystery of locating 
Love' s permanent seat. Is it in the bosom 
Or in the stomach ? It is so believed 
That the bosom hath yet Love for a tenant : 
But I can prove that Love's lease there hath 
Long since expired, and that it hath vacated 
The apartment it once occupied in the heart, 
To dwell in the stomach. Look therefore to it, 
As being therein located comfortably 
And that it is appropriately well fed : 
First, this is of the utmost importance, 
And foremost, if the viands given it don't 
Strengthen the body, doesn't this prove 
That Love interferes with the digestion ? 
Which for this purpose be it known, 
Is dependent on a vigorous diaphragm 
Fully set on the tenderness of meat 
To make both love and health boon companions. 
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But not to be charged by some folks who think 
That great things are impossible, of which 
This discovery is one, not only as herein 
By statement, but boldly shown by taking 
Hold of and lowering that sly rascal Cupid 
Down from his dignified location in the heart, 
To that of a ravenous glutton of the stomach ; 
An E-pig-astrium that aims its arrows at the 

liver 
And spleen, which some mistake to be the heart, 
Because the beats they feel there needs must be 
A sign of its presence, when in fact they are but 

symptoms 
Of Love, so called, in the stomach feeding, 
Or dancing on a purple lawn on Heart Island, 
In Fair Bosom Bay. 



TOLD IN OTHER WORDS. 

Now, therefore, having herein set forth in 
rhythmical phraseology, the seat of that most 
barbarous rascal Cupid with his arrows and 
other weapons where he lies ambushed in the 
stomach to shoot the heart, my theme, as can 
be seen by the following words, has taken a 
tumble from flying feet of winged numbers, 
down to walking measures of plain prose, in the 
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further discussion of this matter of Love, Heart 
and Stomach, which may be herein reckoned as 
a benefit even to one who may be in any way 
a sufferer from the pangs of Cupid's cruel darts, 
the symptoms of which, as heretofore mani- 
fested, enable us the better to find out where 
the real infirmity is located. 

Even so, were it then possible to guess the 
seat of the complaint, and the reason which may 
be this, if not something else, and that some- 
thing may be a live Baccivorus feeding on the 
berries of the heart, whose hallucinating proper- 
ties, even when they do not intoxicate tac brain, 
like cocculus indicus that makes fish drunk, 
affect and bewilder the reasoning faculties of 
sweethearts into a giddiness that fills their 
minds with suspicious ideas of inconstancy and 
jealousy. 

So it would seem that these particular symp- 
toms of love's power over the mind, show that 
its victim doats on its dupe, who finding him- 
self marvellously wrought upon, has no power 
to shake it off until he brings the efficacy of re- 
straint to bear upon the stomach of the woman 
he loves, because, out of his vain curiosity to 
know the sex, he makes her presents of dough- 
nuts, crullers, pound cakes, muffins, and multon 
and veal pies, which he out of respect having 
chosen for her as being needful to gain her love 
and support her in strength, has time to in- 
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quire about and investigate the nature and com- 
position of her animated Protoplasm, (which 
means a first formed organized being) so as to 
see that she is not a Protozoan-, — an animal 
lowest in the scale — before she becomes his 
dear Proventriculus, — a second stomach. 

Therein, he finds his reward for the knowledge 
he has gained, is little enough after marriage. 
The inquiry, however, has taught him the differ- 
ence between the ideal being and the real one, 
so unlike each other, and that he need not doat 
any more on her personal charms, not having 
much time then to look at her, because she 
looks to him to work for her, to house, to dress,' 
to feed. Therefore, no more need be said about 
love being in the heart. That sort of love may 
be only an emotion, an impulse felt for a short 
time, but which receives not, neither does it 
give. It is only the eatables that are acceptable 
to the stomach that win our lasting favor and 
friendship, because they please us with a special 
fondness for which we give them praises in 
words, and to the doners and cooks of them, v 
our ardent, stomach affection. And further- 
more in elucidation of this theme, what do the 
following phrases mean? I needn't give an 
opinion. They speak for themselves in so many 
words. 

How nice ! How fine ! How tender ! What 
a splendid flavor! This is what I call good! 
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Its a treat ! Whose your cook ? Maybe your 
sweetheart is your bonne cuisiniere ! 

Now, this should teach every man who is in 
love, if he happens to be a guest, and his lady 
love is both the hostess and cook, that the 
adored creature has got fast hold of him, not 
by the heart, but by his own fondness for her, 
so coming from his stomach ; for, if it be true 
that the heart is a loving organ, where does it 
get its love from ? Why surely from no other 
organ than -the stomach ; and why is this thus? 
Because we have more use for the stomach than 
the heart ; it being the real seat, the true source, 
the power house, so to say, wherein is genera- 
ted the flame passion according to the ingre- 
dients which it receives to comfort and refresh 
the spirits from which the emotion known to us 
as love, is eliminated as a subtle fire that moves 
along the wires of the veins and nerves of an 
affectionate nature, into the motor of the heart, 
just as the electric current goes into a trolly car 
with fervor, emitting flashes as doth the rolling 
eyes of his lady lighting glances of gladness on 
him who ga£es on her chariot orbs sending forth 
quick, sparkling darts from emotion's wheel 
swiftly turning around her heart with a fullness 
of joy from the organ of her stomach. 

Therefore, is not this cheering of the heart 
with comforts in the stomach, shown by the 
sweetheart commanding his beloved one to sus- 
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tain him and uphold him with a plentiful sup- 
ply of good eatables cooked for him rare done, 
brown or crisp, and in every style according to 
his liking ? 

Thus much have I said about his attachment 
to good eatables ; now, therefore cannot the same 
fondness for dishes of choice viands be applied 
to his life partner ? Giving her an abundance of 
what she likes best, he can command her to do, 
or go wheresoever he may request — to many 
and infinite places of amusement — for instance, 
the opera, theatre, matinees, soirees and restau- 
rants for oysters or scollops fried, stewed or 
broiled ; and other saloons where they sell iced 
cream, tea, coffee and chocolate. 

Furthermore, what better proof could be ad- 
ded, (none what-so ever,) that a woman loves him 
the most that feeds her the best? Does not this 
show us that it is through the stomach that he 
touches her heart? Truth it is, and at the same 
time, the marvel of it all is the holding under 
control of that buzzing, mouth harmonica, or 
chin organ of hers, which is so often discordant 
in tone when her tongue feels disposed to wag,- 
not a Wagner Symphony to never say him, nay, 
no, I shan't, I won't. 

Take notice of this ye henpecked, how easily 
a woman's tongue can be held utterly mute 
from scolding. Now the reason of the condes- 
cension is, because he has favored her with the 
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kind of love that pleases her, — an abundance 
of good food for which eatable donation she 
feels thankful for the favor as a dear wife should, 
harboring no malice towards her husband, nor 
any one else, but only occasionally feeling an- 
noyed at the flies on the dish which she has 
set down in front of him. 

Here then we have again, from the pleasing 
labor of feeding the stomach, — lo^e, friendship 
and satisfaction. Hence, inferring, from the 
choice food that has been given him, we learn, 
how the ways of meat and drink are the most 
fascinating, how likewise when a woman is. well 
fed, she will patiently bear her burdens and 
never complain of the weight, especially if it is 
a baby. 

Happily firm then, shall be their feet always 
under them when partaking of choice eatables 
sufficient in supply — less than enough procured, 
especially for her deserving more, would not do, 
because her love would then be only in propor- 
tion to the quantity of good eatables given her 
to eat as her share at each meal ; for the best 
way to maintain matrimonial felicity is not the 

Sparing of, but the supplying her with an abun- 
ance of everything she needs, no matter how 
dear they may be, either before or after mar- 
riage. 

Indeed, that which is dear to him would be 
doubly dear to her— more being added to much 
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— she then possessing him in whom she having 
both, gives her two dears — the luxuries and 
presents which he has bought for her, and him- 
self, naturally the dearer one — her own dear 
Chawles. 

But now be warned not to stretch the slender 
string of courtship too far, else it may snap off 
short t if the odds are against the man who 
chucks the number one always for himself at 
the game of hearts. Therefore, be informed that 
a first love is never sure of permanent attach- 
ment in the affections of either sex, especially 
the softer, the female who may ask herself 
whether she can rely upon the harder male sex 
for generosity. 

Now, this should be thought of, if his mind is 
fully set to win her love. He should show her 
no meanness, lest otherwise she may turn to- 
wards him a cold shoulder, in taking his hand to 
be too close in not having the wherewith in it 
sufficient to feed her liberally enough with food 
from which to generate the love warmth of 
being satisfied with him, the better so that she 
may unto his fond spirit give a long life's happi- 
ness. This then to hold sincerely therein and 
be accounted as a good woman's sweetheart, he 
should not be thought of as being mean. The 
largest gift to her, will be considered little 
enough, because it is not the least of anything 
that a woman looks for. In selecting eggs, they 
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always choose the biggest ones which to them 
are small enough to make them believe that 
they are the fruit of a pigeon. This then is 
as much as to gay that they want their hen 
eggs duck size, xes indeed, you cannot per- 
suade them that a duck's egg is a goose egg. 
No indeed, they have eyes that can tell the size 
of a pumpkin from that of an apple; and so 
with many other traits in her character, from 
which I could compose enough of readable mat- 
ter that would make two volumes in one, were 
it not that "Love in the stomach, not the 
heart " is my theme. 

Indeed it would be ungrateful on my part, 
were I to tell by word in open common speech, 
the idiosyncrasy of woman from a pulpit, No, 
I would not dare to utter a word or phrase about 
her strange peculiar traits that are seldom treats, 
not even in a tract, nor treatise, nor in a sermon. 

But this you may depend she will do. First 
of all she'll fit her ideas to the things that she 
expects to receive after marriage, and on that 
which she hopes to get, she will thus solilo- 
quise, but in the mean time, taking good care 
that her soliloquy shall not fall on other ears in 

giving an account of what her expectant hus- 
and may do, 

" The change from a single to a married life 
will be a benefit to me. My husband will 
never let me want for anything, so long as he 
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has means to buy or borrow them. It is to 
him I look to make me a contented and happy 
Woman ; ' although I have heard of some hus-; 
bands who had forgotten their promises made 
before marriage. 

Yet from what I know of Mr. Snopgs, he is 
generous by nature, and a man of his word* 
and therefore being of this disposition, he^could 
not very well neglect me, froin* the .which cause; 
were it to happen, lovie could not dwell very 
long with a covetous man, and my love I know 
would turn away frotn such an one &s to be avoid- 
ed; and yet J used to hear my motheV, who 
believed in and lived up to the maxim, say that, 
(t Half ai loaf is better than no bread." Clearly 
then from this proverb, one can see an econo- 
mic way in domestic life, to get something to 
eat ? however small the quantity may be. let, 
though it may not make me lusty in strength to 
do the* work and over come the drudgeries of 
the household easily as a wife, still, even two 
meals a day as a pinch of scant diet would sit 
well on my stomach. This quantity, at least, 
my husband should allow me, although, (and 
were it possible if his means could afford it, and 
he did not begrudge to give them to me,) four 
meals a day would not be too much for me, 
with a glass of ale and a bit of old cheese for 
supper — no, four meals a day would not be 
hurtful to me, in the least, when eaten in due 
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quantities as necessaries to maintain my health 
as it should be liberally and with an abundance 
of what a good appetite and a hungry stomach 
is most in need of ; for like as they who know it 
from their experience, allege that "the best feed- 
ing makes the most lasting love, when it is 
kindly and unbegrudgingly bestowed." . 

Now learn not to fear the mouth of such a 
woman, oh ye bachelors ! Do we not notice from 
the murmurings that mostly please her stomach, 
how and on what her-thoughts ran ; where and 
how. she was really affected? 

Surely, if the nature of man is corrupt, selfish 
and hoggish, could any Ihing be more convinc- 
ing that #uch a woman could be similarly ac- 
cused of being utterly, heartlessly, gluttonous, 
in thus thinking solely of substances more than 
enough for her stomach? 

Now, hereby is the query most convincing as 
shown by her fondness for plenty of good food 
to eat, that love is in the stomach. Were not 
her thoughts fixed on this solely? Truly, be it 
said that they were, for not one allusion, in an 
e:*:hetic sense, did she make to the heart whose 
spiritual essence is known as love. No, thus 
her pleasure was the eating of choice viands 
and her gratification, a fullness of stomach, 
according to her own words — " the best feeding 
makes the most lasting love." 

If then the seat of food in a woman's stomach 
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is her place of love, where must her heart love, 
(so called) be ? This is an open question yet 
only conjectural, but the inferences all tend 
towards the stomach, 

Some, of course, may deny this as being more 
on supposition than in reality, and say that love, 
is a sentimental emotion and not an appetite. 
Granted. Formerly it was so stated and be- 
lieved, because love takes away the appetite of 
those who find themselves in its power, which, 
some may suppose, ought to be conclusive that 
love does not on the stomach depend. 

But so does grief, fear, and other passions, 
angers and tempers allay the craving for food. 
This ought to be convincing to those who have 
suffered from these disturbers of the functions 
of mind and stomach, as showing that other 
thoughts affecting the mind, have as much 
influence over the stomach, that love has in 
cheering up a woman's heart with comforts 
persuading her to eat, tempting her with dain- 
ties and refreshing her with many other delica- 
cies. Are not all of these provocatives to love, 
dear to him who buys them, and gives them to 
her his dear who receives them, and thanks him 
for being so kind to her ? Let those say, * no,' 
that want to be deceived, charmed, fascinated. 
If they make an answer in the negative they will 
very soon find out in the positive, that he is of 
no benefit to love who neglects to crown the 
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stomach of his lady love with dishes of dainties 
lit to place before a Queen. 

So from this neglect to conquer love with food 
tender, and of pleasant taste and flavor, such as 
meats of beasts that switch their tails, and fruit 
of hens that chuck, and game of birds that fly, 
and of fish that swim with fins, served inwardly 
to raise low spirits up to show love's smile of 
satisfaction on the cheek, soon their hearts get 
hardened and tough, caused by a deficiency of the 
spiritual essence of love that might have been 
kept tender, even with a simpler viand, if not so 
choice as those mentioned above, yet equally 
at times as satisfying to the appetite : — such as a 
stewed cow heel, a sheep's trotter, a pig's foot, 
or a smoked, kippered herring, as a relish for 
the palate. 

Now be it understood, I say not this, nor re- 
commend anything to affront how dear soever 
may be the lover who feeds her. No, nought 
would I say to cause her lips to open and show 
two rows of pearly teeth that her dentist may 
have made, fully set on edge at me, so much so, 
that a soused pig's foot, or a dish of pickled 
tripe which she may have enjoyed with her 
sweetheart, should have been the cause of the 
emotion whereof I speak. No, indeed, as my 
subject is the heart and stomach, and as both 
are intimately connected by ties of mutual 
sympathy in the living being, I would not 
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wrong the heart of any woman whose work is to 
beat incessantly night and day, and beating 
constantly pump up the blood of chimified food 
into the veins ; why and how, I need not say, 
because its a distinction with some difference 
most likely to puzzle those who are not well 
informed on the vital phenomenon of human 
mechanism — known as physiology. To do so, 
would simply add one more insult to the many 
that are patiently borne by the sex that wears 
no whiskers, but which would only tend to hu- 
miliate me in. their estimation as a vile satirist 
of the fair charmer of hearts who looks for both 
food and affection from man. 
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PART IV. 
WOMAN : 

HER BEAUTY I BLAME. 

I do blame her beauty, if the admired one 

Hath nothing to show but its own fair spirit 
Is lacking in lucid sense, mentally dull 

As a clod upon a desolate, wild place where 
He'd be a poor judge of fruit if he'd pluck 

bog beans there 

For damsons ; better for him if he'd gather none. 
He wouldn't lose a great deal, if she had no more 

Than inane beauty void of heart to give him. 
The flowers of faithfulness and truth we adore, 

Better that he should these with a plain face culL 
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Her beauty I blame when it she doth use 

As a loadstone to draw fond youth to its charms : 
Flirting her pastime, she giving a glance 

To one, a sigh to another, and hopes that rue 
Many a dupe whose heart gets tingled 

with chiming alarms, 
Not with loving impulses many, but with 

Caprices from her inconstant, — not true, 
Thus by her whimsical fancies moved so to do. 

Now, he who does not want to feel a lover's hopes 
In this way as pains to have his heart abused, 

Should never gaze on such a woman thus amused. 

I blame not her beauty, when as an Angel 

Its united to constancy as a Spirit — 
A Being Divine, visiting earth — 

Whose modest charms are of the rarest worth, 
And whose hallow'd mission here is love 

to dispense. 
This beauty can do with a heart that can knit 

Chords of honor strung to piety and prudence. 
Better if the flirt then would be less fickle ; 
For the modest alone are the chosen of God, 

Stars Divine when raised from this earthly sod. 
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I blame her beauty only when as a mystery, 

She under a modest appearance having many shys 
Secretly hidden, stifling smiles, refusing to blush, 

And asks you not the wherefores nor the whys, 
That she may be more loving than amiable , 

More beautiful than good. But beauty is good, 
Yet of far less importance than that of the heart, 

Or the stomach whose volume of love understood, 
As having therein no warning words written, — beware 

She's an adventuress, baneful her history ! — 
So, in avoiding her, you avoid a snare ; 

Learning thi?, ought to bring one's tongue to a hush. 

I do blame her beauty, because many a victim 

Hath read his fate in a beauteous cheek, 
Troubling the heart and causing much grief. 

Hence, if you venture one look at her charms, 
You may sadly repent in less time than a week 

Of having been drawn into a snare 
Set for you, as beauty is an attraction that harms, 

When its owner hath more lovers than one. 
Not sweet then are the sufferings of love, 

Her beauty becoming a jealous tormentor, 
With thoughts of suspicion that she is no dove ; 

Then the peace of the captur'd heart is indeed brief. 
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Some women may wonder at what I have said 
about their beauty, because some women are as 
eager for knowledge as men, and are as equally 
eager to learn that about themselves which has 
ever been to both sexes a great mystery. 

Truly then I ought to deserve their apology 
of being not of those who afflict the undeserv- 
ing with chagrin and insult, but as a deep 
searcher who has scanned the emotional nature 
of the heart and stomach, and added some more 
iteips gleaned from this source to the world's 
stock of knowledge. 

Therefore, in my endeavors to do this, I have 
aimed not, to run amiss, not to be mistaken, 
nor misunderstood in elucidating the great 
mystery of the true seat and source of Love. 

And again, how ignorant must they be who 
know nothing of that which others are familiar 
with. Concerning love, this can be applied as 
sufficient to show the difficulties in the way to 
correctly judge by the eye, or from the words 
uttered, whether they as symptoms of the love 
complaint, come from the heart, or from the 
stomach, or whether, living as we do by feeding 
life with the latent means of food, a due balance 
of beatings continuously going on in the won- 
derful organ of the heart, the same as the main 
spring of a watch moving ratchet and pinion 
ticks a^ay time indicated on its face dial, as 
love moves the heart in similar accord to show 
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its movements by signs and expressions on the 
features. Is it not then reasonable enough to 
suppose, that such an anatomical instrument as 
the stomach must control every movement of 
the heart, to show the passion we call love when 
it sets the faculties arising from it in operation, 
using the features as an index for the heart, 
just as the dial of a watch indicates to us the 
time ? 

Therefore, if I have illustrated this as worthy 
of being true, it being the best of my belief 
that it is so, no words of mine could have been 
more convincingly said, that it is an easy matter 
to tickle the palate with confectionery assorted, 
including chewing gum to chew. Now the pleas- 
ure which those who are in love derive from 
indulging in such sweets, must simply come 
from the spiritual quintessence that may be con- 
tained in them, as the spirit of wine exhilerates, 
the spirit of brandy stimulates, and the spirits of 
whiskey and rum intoxicate. 

But this is not the best love by which to 
sweeten an engagement with.-^-It's too evanes- 
cent to last long — its spirit being too etherial 
soon evaporates by evolution into another spe- 
cies inferior to that of man and woman. 

Now, as true, soul felt, -unselfish love, needs 
no bribing gifts of any kind to make it better, 
the danger is in the desire, that men and women 
of honor would do well to consider. There ip 
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goodness in every one who is not from habit 
made bad, hence as there is a way that will do 
no one any harm, let him or her be wise and 
keep to the right. — Honesty firm unto faith, 
and with goodness to be the better guardian 
of honor. Therefore, that girl is wise who feels 
a touch of heart enjoyment for the man she is 
fond of, without hungering after dainties for her 
stomach, when in love. 

For that which we have a liking, we natur- 
ally desire more, so of this commentary in par- 
ticular, I can add more items to loves many and 
various ways, from reason and knowledge at my 
disposal, to those already said for the edification 
of others who are incapable of thinking for them- 
selves, and in telling which, I most certainly 
shall do, by giving full measure and scope to 
this narration of the heart mystery which has 
been well thought of before committing it to 
paper. 

Even improbable, or persuasive be they as 
they may seem to others, facts that appear true 
and never heard of before in relation to this 
subject, must ever come from me, even though 
some may think they were better not said, nor 
written about, fearing that the particulars might 
raise the price of (Jainties whose properties 
would be apt to create a demand for them, to 
arouse and feed that rascal Cupid, who drowsy 
as-Soninus, might be asleep in the stomach. 
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Be this as it may in their opinion, that this 
treatise may be the means of raising the price 
of delectable, appetizing tidbits that regale the 
heart as well as the stomach of those who are 
in need of health as well as love — twin cousins 
that ought to be always happily united ; yet 
I will not accept a rebuff, nor stop in my 
researches. The sunshine falls upon the good 
as well as upon the wicked, and no adverse 
opinions can weigh against the dainty knowl- 
edge of the many substances that effect love in 
the stomach ; therefore I may now observe that 
the explanation is easy. 



THE LOVE MYSTEET. 

Let a woman in love place before you any 
meat, fruit or drink which she herself is fond 
of, especially if the occasion be a festive one, 
which invariably have in them much to praise ; 
her heart will beat with gladness and a smile 
will spread over her features like a gleam of 
sunshine on a shady lawn. What then do these 
signs that cheer disclose ? Do they not show 
that a vital ray within her stomach has touched 
the genial spirit of love that yearns with fond- 
ness for those dainties — the fuel so to speak of 
her heart's etherial fire — the first fruits of love? 

Again with dearest heartfelt delight at a feast 
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to make existence a pleasure, your voice will 
not be persuasive very long inducing her to 
share with you any kind of food not of the 
ordinary sort as refreshments. Indulging, she 
will smile her lips over and grace them with 
a blessing, then mute with satisfaction, but 
never speaking a word which she cannot help, 
her love for you keeping her mouth tongue-tied. 
Still, she t wont be dumb, although she may be 
silent of tongue, her eyes telling you how well 
satisfied she is. Therefore this will be a visible 
pleasure to your eyes, and a grateful hush to 
your ears, except, when at intervals between the 
mouth and the lip, you may hear the sound of 
sips from some spoon food of the richness of 
which she may sing when she has eaten enough. 
A happy woman she is then indeed quite talka- 
tive enough, being brimful of joyful spirits, not 
alcoholic though, not vinous. 

But you may wonder why she rings and why 
she laughs and yet sips no fluid that cheers, no 
wine or beer imbibes from goblet or glass, but 
drinks infusions of tea or coffee only, to mix with 
and soften the food in her stomach. I will 
herein explain whatsoever the whys ' and the 
wherefores may be. 

On that account, knowing that the end and 
purpose of this treatise is the solving of the 
Mystery of Love, the conjecture, as to its solu- 
tion, can therefore be attributed to her own 
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innate spirit being well pleased with the food 
she has eaten. 

It is reasonable then to suppose, that when 
on these social occasions she obeys the dictates 
of her innate joyous spirit to sing her sweetest 
songs — songs that would make a tom-tit twitter 
with envy, a cat bird mew with spite, a bull- 
finch pipe with jealousy, and other gay warblers 
of the hedges, cease their chirpings if her sweet- 
heart joins in with, " Hail returning love of 
the good things of life." "Come eat with me, 
Love, cocoa nut macaroons." "Come, dear, sip 
with me iced cream." " My Darling's fond of 
Charlotte Russe." Thus bland with joyful 
spirits, he now feels that hope's fond bud is 
blooming with the second fruits of love in his 
stomach. Utterly wrought upon pleasantly as 
if created for her alone, she has certainly" got 
him under her control, and humbled him in 
every particular way (for "he's in love," as the 
saying is) to do her bidding — to go and buy and 
bring her many sorts of confectionery, also 
delicacies from toughatessens, and other eat- 
ables, palatable, fresh, wholesome and pure, from 
markets and stores that buy and sell the best 
quality only, for no bogus foods of any kind, 
nor any thing stale, the goodness of which has 
vanished, he must not buy, as they would surely 
get from her more blame than praise as being 
unfit for the stomach. 
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Therefore, it would become her, if she has an 
open, frank heart, not to accept such a gift from 
a friend. Because, in the refusal of such a gift, 
she would show herself wise in considering both 
him and the gift, perhaps, of a stale bun, of 
being of no use to her in any way, neither before 
nor after marriage. 

How could she give such a sweetheart, the 
name of being prudent, who having eyes to see, 
and a nose to smell, would go through a market 
as if he were blind, and see not the purity of 
the food which he ought to select as being fit for 
the health of the stomach ? Such a want of 
foresight would certainly be an insult to the 
pride of the girl he was in love with, however 
much the purity of his intentions might be, as 
well as the honor and honesty that should go 
with the gift. Much harm has been done to 
many a faithful woman's affection, by such a 
fault, or some trait in her lover to disgust, or 
some taste in what he gives her to displease. 
Indeed, love like custom acts in many ways 
very strangely. There are as many kinds of 
men as there are articles of food in variety, and 
one has no need to wear glasses, who can see 
them distinctly, the good with sincerity of heart, 
from the bad quality of any article, human or 
animal, that appears tainted with deceit, and 
smells strong in dissimulation to a confiding 
nature. Have doubt of all such when in their 
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company ; put no faith in them, and none the 
less, be suspicious of their deeds, as you would 
the foul odors of stale fish rank with strong 
evils that would result in pains, penalties and 
insults that do harm. 

Now, as the nose and the eyes were naturally 
intended for selecting the good from the foul 
quality of any subject and substance in general 
use, for on the choice of only two of these with 
which to go on life's journey, a woman not being 
married yet, but to make herself, when she is 
spliced with Hymen's knot, feel happy by the 
way, must certainly prefer an untainted heart 
to tainted food. Girls, accept him not who 
knows no more about a deer than he does 
about a goat. 

The less the prophet seeth, the more would 
we know of him ; but the more that such a pro- 
phet would look fox*, as the sweetheart I refer 
to, we would think ourselves wise enough with- 
out the knowledge gained. 
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PART V. 

WOMAN : 

FRIED EELS AND HER BEAUTY 
BEWITCHED HIM. 

I blame not her beauty, for beauty is good 

When it shows no guile, no cunning in the face 
Roguishly smiling, and feigning no sighs, 
* Nor doing aught to bend you to its subtle sway ; 
For he who would not, by the coyness of eyes, 

Be caught napping, when that is the case, 
Should keep his looks from such a charmer away. 

Hence, as the eye for safety against being struck blind 
Must not look at the sun but a second of time, 

So, for the peace of thy own heart and clearness of 
sight, 
You must not gaze on her dazzling beauty ; 
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Else soon dim the scenes that oft pleased you when 
bright, 
Bnt now like a druid of old rather gruesome of mind, 

Sorrowing you may enter the glooms of a wood, 
And in there with heart strings riven by sobs, 

Weep through the same eyes that were thy delusion — 
Tears many as the grass with evening dews wet ; 

And so, in sombrous shades there nourish regret, 
Munching oak bark, acorns and tough pine cobs. 

"Here's the eels, Mr. Snoggs, nicely done. 
Help yourself ; don't be bashful," said the lady- 
cook, smiling pleasantly. Now both the eels and 
Snoggs are done for. The nostrils of Snoggs 
dilate with the delicious odor. But Snoggs is 
not a bashful man. He doesn't wait for a 
second invitation. He couldn't extricate him- 
self from the wriggling snare even now if he 
tried. 

Alas ! poor^ Snoggs, he feels rather dull now 
from the luscious meal he has eaten. 

Your stomach being full, Mr. Snoggs, why 
this silence? Have the eels bade your cares 
depart ? Alas ! poor Snoggs, he don't mingle 
with the happy ones now, but repining, he feels 
as if he'd like to die. 

Alack ! why this sudden change in your spirits 
from mirth to melancholy ? Perhaps, some one 
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has told you that the eels you have eaten were 
caught in a dead horse drowned. If so, no 
wonder you should mourn and sigh for solitude. 

So, it happened that Snoggs began to enjoy 
the comforts of misery. He no longer laughed 
as was his usual wont when eating the eels 
with his fingers. No, he is now out of patience, 
almost angry, feeling a load touching his heart, 
and presses it tenderly as if he felt a weighty 
pain therein oppressively subduing him. Then 
Snoggs goes to bed r perhaps, before the depart- 
ure of day into the land of the midnight sun ; 
but no repose comes to his eyelids. He lies 
on his back, then on his side, but sleep comes 
not to his blinkers, in any position. His back, 
however, gains some rest, but his mind he can- 
not keep under control by any determined 
effort, as the needful slumber of that shy opiate 
goddess — the Sleep of Love — rarely comes to 
the bedside of sweethearts. So, wakeful, half 
dozing, he keeps thinking of her who cooked 
the eels until the clicking of the clock counts 
the hour of twelve. 

Poor Snoggs ! Distress in the stomach is 
not apt to make one feel happy. Anxiety is a 
bane that disturbs the peace of the mind. This 
so happened to Snoggs in his wakefulness — 
Snoggs who heard the night bird call its mate,, 
and groaned himself almost hoarse, thinking of 
her, the cook, of whom he complained that; 
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the eels which she gave him to eat, were not 
toothing to an aching heart which was then in 
their coily fetters bound. 

What a shame to have caused confiding Mr. 
Snoggs to suffer as he did from a love sick- 
ness. . She ought to have known better. So 
she did ; she knew what she was doing for her- 
self — charming a man to love her, and that 
man was Mr. Snoggs in the prime of life. But 
alas! for poor Snoggs, whose heart held him 
bound fast chained, as it were, in a coil of eels. 

And so as Snoggs was bound by them to 
make him love her whom he thought had not 
acted wisely to sustain the welfare of his heart 
aright, he could not be released from the 
restraint of her love which was bound to take 
its own course, not to let him go again single 
and free to roam beyond his native isle, nor 
fly to deserts drear, in the burdensome con- 
dition he was in. No, her yoke of oppression 
was made of eels whose sweet embrace had 
caught him for her, who viewed the misery of 
which he complained, and saw the sickening, 
pale, dejection in his face ; but in what these 
gloomy signs enfolded, her happiness consisted. 
His mute distress was her mirth, for the an- 
guish felt from eating the fried eels, which then 
he mourned, she knew that he would find a sure 
relief in her own affection — the fulfillment of 
her hopes in a marriage. 
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PART VI. 

HOW PORK MADE ME 
LOVE A LADY. 

In the propensities inherent inhuman beings, 
there are many that cause them to do foolish 
things. Even the wise, when inclined that way, 
can be made foolish enough by rash conduct ; 
but, as the actions of the foolish can be made^ 
wiser by not doing; things rashly, it, therefore, 
follows that, if the indiscretions of loose conduct 
be restrained, as they should be, the less then 
will the name of him or her be apt to live in 
strange repute. 

Therefore, one cannot be too careful when 
they know that they are not the wisest of men 
by nature, like me, who was much in need of 
wisdom at the time, I had faith in the virtues 
of pork, and the sincerity of its female cook. 
For prudent he who for precautious reasons 
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cannot be made a pliant tool of, let him ponder 
over what an indiscreet man has herein written 
how pork made him love a lady. 

Now understand, there comes no water from 
diamonds, although they are said to be of the 
first. This metaphor can be applied to rich dishes 
decorated with gold, which you may gladly ac- 
cept from the fair hands of a marriageable daugh- 
ter, especially if she entices you to do so with a 
smile less coaxing than a horse laugh. Even if 
you should let your lips touch the rim of the 
savory dish, it will show that you are a dupe 
destined to be caught eating more and more of 
it, until you feel your heart has got fixed in 
affection, like myself, who chanced to be en- 
trapped by the stomach, which affected my 
heart soon afterward to feel the sadness of love 
melancholy, and which made my brain feel as 
heavy as lead. The viand had disturbed my 
repose, so much so, that I could not sleep from 
thinking of her, the cook who had served me with 
the feast, and of whose seductive aliment I had 
rather too freely fed. Its peculiar effects on my 
stomach soon turned me from being a gay, glad 
soul, always happy and cheerful before then, 
into a fault-finding, mumbling, sour, morose, 
peevish, grumbling guest, wearing a solemn 
face, just as if I had then come from the funeral 
of a rich uncle who had made me the sole lega- 
tee in his last will and testament. 
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It was not a feast of fried eels, like those 
given to Snoggs, who for the gift gave away his. 
heart to the cook who served them, nor was it 
a roast of leathery clams, nor a good mutton 
chop that I partook of, but the ham of a stupid 
pig, the dull food of which had so sharpened 
my appetite, that I kept on craving more and 
more of it with a gluttonous, unsatisfied desire 
for me to go the whole hog or none — just like 
some of the bids offered for city bonds. 

Now, I tell it as an observing man — one who 
has been intimate with the various tempera- 
ments of men and women a good many years, 
having received impressions in their favor or 
against their innate dispositions, that which of 
all the other sensations that I had ever felt to 
make my heart so suddenly beat with love for 
another, and which made me, at the same time, 
helpless to resist the strange impulse given to 
me, the greedy one just mentioned, cap'd the 
climax as being the most surprising in its effects 
on the head, the heart arid the stomach. The 
infliction and the action, singular to state, were 
the cause of an affection on its fond way lead- 
ing me to matrimony with the female who 
had charmed me. 

For no sooner had the porcine hametine found 
its way into my stomach than my liver and 
spleen felt strangely affected, and yet much 
more so, the heart for which it seemed to have 



Digitized by LjOOQ LC 



NOT THE HEART. 53 

a particular affinity. Thus placed under the 
power of an insidious spell, I could not doubt 
of its having come from the food which Ham- 
frida had given me to eat as being the most apt 
to make me love and esteem her sincerely. 

In such a plight of total helplessness, brought 
upon me by the skill and cunning of an artful 
jaide, a shamefaced, brazen hussy, who had be- 
guiled me, a weak and simple man — used me 
at her pleasure as a jest that was no joke to me 
— giving her countenance the wrinkling spread 
of many a broad smile at me, looking sheepish 
enough to cast my head down, to. be kicked as 
a football. But her joke was of no , credit to 
her. In doing what she did, she only aimed 
at her own disgrace rather than at my discom- 
fort, just as if respect and civility were not as 
necessary for a cook in preparing and selecting 
food for us confiding men, as it is to maintain 
a good character, which is always priceless in a 
woman. Indeed, good conduct is always of in- 
trinsic worth, being a real standard of moral 
value, current in every part of the civilized world, 
whereas, most of the other traits of character 
and conduct get mixed and adulterated with 
theft, lies and vice that being thus in their hu- 
man coinage debased, uttered and falsified they 
sink, aye, very many of them sink far below par. 

Therefore, in such a case as mine, her char- 
acter was far better as a jewel of value than 
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the rjork tenderloins she gave me with the pig- 
gish intent to make my heart incline its love 
to her. 

Indeed, my reason and judgment having 
come back to me, I can now say with a little 
sound sense that the peculiar effects which I 
experienced were remarkable; in fafct, unlike 
anv others that I had ever felt before in the 
epigastric region. I have had many queer sen- 
sations which I cannot now call by their right 
names, not being learned in pathology enough. 
And yet stranger still must it be put upon this 
occult account of my vocal apparatus, having 
been excited to make me sing. 

Now, those who believe me will not doubt 
me when I tell them that I have an ear for all 
notes, bars, chords, trills — in short, all that is 
good in music, also a musical larynx, with its car- 
tilages, the two arytenoid epiglottis and supra- 
laryngeal well exercised ana trained, naturally 
with an excellence in vocalism all mine own since 
my earliest youth, and which has ever since then 
been somewhat renowned for the sweet, full, 
sonorous quality of its timbre, and the silvery, 
vibratory intonations of its upper register in 
high tenor wherever the scale was to be trilled 
in quick staccato screech. And thus when 
my notes were warbled from the inspirations of 
a full, round chest, they were apt to make the 
listener feel that he would rather hear the roar- 
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ing of a bull than have the tympanum of his 
ears shaken with such infernal yells and shrieks 
as if coming from the gizzard of a goose panic 
stricken hearing me sing " If I had the wings of 
a Dove, I'd fly to my Love," but the chant of 
the following lines, they always applauded with 
an encore, " Bravo ! Go on. Blame her again." 



I DO BLAME HER BEAUTY. 

I do blame her beauty when her beauty hath 

Sneers, scoffs and scorns, a wink, a frown, a blink 
And flattering looks of betraying love 

like a coy maiden who laughing at me — a cath 
Erist— coo'd that I was her dear, wedding-ringdove, 

Which raised my heart with hopes they'd never more 
sink 
Beneath her fickle moods of vain inconstancy. 

Thus beauty, wins favors through want of worth, 
Brings hopes to one, to another brings fears. 

Hence, this makes me not anxious to be a stranger 
To the peace and sweet content I've had from biith, 

In risking no chances on the changeful heart, 
Nor eager to speculate on the sweets of hope 

that might cause tears ; 
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But still to rest satisfied here with nature's face 
Whose beauties inspire the poem, the song and the 
sonnet. 

More dear for art her fair scenes are to me 
Than a siren's beauty which, perhaps, I now see 

There yonder smiling at me under that girl's bonnet. 



Yet iust so many and no more of vocal notes 
rhymed, low-toned to a basso grunt, or else 
pitched high to a squeaky falsetto, were sung 
each time that I heard the Siren's ham a-frying, 
and whose fizzing sounds were to me pork 
ditties so grateful to my ears, and whose spicy 
odors caused my stomach still to nurture an 
affection for charming Hamfrida, the lady 
cuisiniere, whom I regarded with glances of a 
fond desire to be my wife. 

Now, if that were the cause, and I think it 
was the most likely one, that put me in her 
power, it should be considered as a most im- 

Eortant discovery, and therefore as something 
efore not known or suspected to exist as a zoo- 
toQcusripgut in pork, which ought now to be 
fixed on the face page, or frontispiece, of every 
medical man's nosology. 

Although not being an animalculist, still I 
cannot doubt the pjresence of this species of 
trichina spiralis being in pork. The strange 
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symptoms revealed in my sensations could not 
have told me better, were the work of the strange 
animalcule zootoocusripgut, notwithstanding my 
dictionary states that no symptoms have as yet 
been observed to be pathognomic of their pres- 
ence in the human body. 

If this be so, how could the pork in my stom- 
ach have urged me to express my love ? Pork 
is a flesh that I always loathed to look at strung 
up by the feet on pegs, and even refrained from 
using it before in any form as a food, although 
I am no Jew. Was it not strange, then, that 
the fried ham of a stupid pig should have had 
a tendencv to arouse the dormant passion of 
Love in the stomach ? 8 j when my appetite 
was appeased, I felt a strange, feverish feeling 
in my pulse beating with tinkling twitches to 
my finger tips, like those felt by a quick tem- 

fered woman who takes delight in pulling hair, 
ndeed, were such a woman near me now, she 
might take my head into this account of her, 
but leave the few shaggy locks I have to spare 
countless, and so counteract the aspersion with 
encountering words screeched at me ; because, 
usually, a woman's weapon is her tongue not 
out of joint, not out of wag, but out of spite. 

Now, resumingihis discourse odontologically, 
the effects of the strange substance on my 
teeth and gams were a surprise. But whether 
it was my ideas or my teeth that ran loose, was 
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the query at the time I felt a softening of my 
gums which made me think that all my wisdom 
teeth were loose enough to drop out of their 
sockets. 

I had never heard from a tooth inspector, nor 
learned from any work on dentistry, whether or 
not the use of pork affected the gums. But be 
this the cause or not, in this case I was my own 
dentist, and prescribed for myself without tak- 
ing out a license, or asking their permission to 
do so, and which every one should do freely in 
an emergency like mine so peculiar, out of the 
ordinary routine of cause and curative, needing 
an original method of treatment. 

So, after reflecting on the various means in 
use, I finally considered that a perfect cure 
could be effected only by one gum coming in 
contact with another gum. This I did, but not 
with the same kind of gum that the cook was 
chewing, known as spruce gum. So, ignoring 
spruce gum as an unfit remedy with which to 
harden my r loose gums with, I made use of the 
well known officinal tincture of gum myrrh by 
rubbing it frequently on them. 

The tinctura myrrha which my sore gums 
w r ere much in need of, and a decoction of heart- 
leaved cinchona flavored with honey of roses to 
assist my digestion, which had become some- 
what impaired, proved wonderfully effective in 
taking dejection out of my spirits to cheer my 
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heart, which it enlivened pleasantly, rather 
more than usual with an increase of appetite 
that made my teeth again as affectionate as 
ever for flitches of broiled, rosy bacon and spicy, 
smoked pork flesh which the fascinating cook 
was in the habit of serving me with. Such nice 
relishes ! Indeed, they were so satisfying to my 
stomach and flattering the heart with intima- 
tions from the amiable lady ciiisiniere for me 
always to dine with her as a loving husband. 
Then, "my dear Jack" be the burden of an 
affectionate phrase which, perhaps, I might 
never more hear from her lips again. 

But as my thoughts are now set to think of 
her, the fascinating cook, she may be, there- 
fore accounted in my estimation of the charm- 
ing sex, as an object unworthy of an affection- 
ate regard. Yes, Hamfrida, the cook, has been 
discarded from my heart and mind I hope for- 
ever. Yes, Hamfrida, the woman who gave me 
the soused pig's feet which had so turned my 
own steps into a maze of intricate strays, stroll- 
ing hither and thither, but nowhere in particu- 
lar, this way or that, nor not knowing where to 
go, being so bewildered, not knowing what to 
do to frustrate the artful designs of a woman 
who had stuffed me with a diet of swine, a food 
entirely unfit for an artist of tender stomach. 
Moreover, not even my hands cutting the viand 
with knife and fork, had need to come in con- 
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tact with it. For were they not already porky 
enough from handling hog bristle brushes, with- 
out letting her soused pig's feet cause so much 
mischief to my heart and mind? 



PART VII. 

THE STRANGE FASCINATION OF THE 
HEART EXPLAINED. 

Who can give an account of this strange 

1)henomenon and tell it in as few words as I 
lave described its effects on myself, and yet 
more declare how this strange fascination of 
the heart becomes a complaint grievously, and 
seriously affecting your judgment, so much so, 
that you would rather be alive than dead in the 
presence of the darling who procured and pre- 
pared the food for you. 

That she has become dear to you, will be 
made manifest in her sparing not the supply 
needful for your appetite. Yet, because of the 
supply of food prepared for you it will be apt 
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to make you feel that the quantity is too small 
for your teeth to munch softly, your palate to 
taste nicely, your tongue to turn it over in your 
mouth gently, and your throat to feel loath to 
swallow it voraciously. 

But now comes the mental to be added to 
the gastronomical feast — your sense of taste 
consulting your mind for an opinion of its 
quality, even though it may not have much 
thought with which to discriminate between 
corn fed and swill fed pork as an appropriate 
aliment for the heart, inducing it to beat and 
sigh for those who are dear to you. 

Now, to render an opinion which is needful 
that we should inquire more about it, let us 
find out that which has never been known to a 
living soul as certain, but which has so far in our 
investigation of its mysteriousness been thought 
of only as a vain curiosity. Who among us 
can foretell the true nature of the food that 
may be set down before you to eat ? How may 
it affect us when eaten, perhaps, a mutton chop, 
for instance, prepared in the usual way of broil- 
ing or frying do mischievous work to your heart, 
but not affecting it with bah-bahs for sighs, but 
which may be apt to make you look so sheepish 
in the eyes of your sweetheart. 

Now explain this attraction for food when 
its been prepared by a darling, who instead 
of avowing her own love to you by words 
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and sighs, takes the aforesaid silent, culinary 
manner of affecting your heart with food nicely 
spiced, perhaps, with English Mustardshire 
sauce. This is the mystery conjoined to the 
infirmity — you may have a craving for, but no 
power to resist an indulgence in such food. 

So, let us see, if see we can with the mind's 
eye, how to give a reason even for such a cause 
as the eating of fried ham should make love 
grunts instead of sighs. 

For be it known since pork is itself a burden 
on a delicate stomach, does it not follow that 
because it is cooked by a fair maiden's hands, 
that it should be the burthen of your sighs, 
larding your heart with its lard, and showing 
by its mauy rifts and belchings that it is not 
fit as a food for those who desire to live and 
labor happily as a human being should in life's 
vineyard? Therefore, to use pork when thus 
prepared for you by a pair of fair hands and a 
friendly smile, it may be to love her, thereafter 
she becoming a partner of yours for life. Just 
think of it how strange that a bit of bacon or a 
slice of ham having been the means of joining 
you in wedlock to her who may before a year 
after the wedding has passed, try to fasten your 
jaw with another lock — the lockjaw for some rea- 
son in your conduct, perhaps, not pleasing to her 
you vowed to love, cherish and obey ; and to 
show how dear you are to her, she may comb 
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your hair with a three-legged stool, so as to 
straighten out the kinks that you may have 
curled for some other woman to look at and ad- 
mire. Mostly, suspicious women fear this. Their 
jealousy is quick to learn from signs. These 
speak to her without a word or phrase being 
said. She knows what they mean rather from 
the eye than the mouth, but against which she 
gets her back up as a barrier to her affection. 

" Good-bye, John," may then be the serio- 
comedy played by man and wife, but it should 
not be acted, although it has been performed 
before children in many a household divers 
times and oft; for there is, indeed, no love 
where jealousy and hatred are in the show, 
because the bond of nature is stronger in woman 
than is the force of authority in man, who. 
neither may do what he will, nor moreover she 
must not do what she would — pull his hair 
without his consent. 

The feuds and jealous fits of some wives are 
not apt to give their husbands the most com- 
fort. If a man's heart beats for no other 
woman, that man's hair held in the cat claws 
of a female she-tiger may be considered as a 
great pull, but it is no trophy of dishonor vin- 
dicated. His head will have just so many hairs 
less to curl or comb, and less for her to take 
hold of again in the future. 

Ladies, this conduct is not as it should be. 
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No maiden or widow woman having these ends 
in view as a pastime, should get married to any 
man having a good crop of hair. She should 
strive against the impulse whenever the twitch 
or tendency is felt at her finger tips so to do. 
Because of all heads in this" world, from a 
sheep's to a monkey's, a man's head is known 
to be the first to get bald from natural causes, 
the crown of his head to come up through 
his neck minus of hair; and so there being 
no more hairs on his crown to look at and 
take hold of, it would be wiser to rub the 
bald part of his noddle with the palm of the 
hand, the gentle friction of which might start 
the roots to sprout up again ; but to be shorn 
of what little he may have to spare, perhaps 
almost none at all, for which she may have no 
use except to make herself a wig, is yet to be 
put down here as just not the right thing to do 
to make of her an heiress, and for which she'd 
get no praise, but on the contrary, be called a 
barbarous vixen for making her husband's chin 
beardless and his head bareless c f hair. 

Now, under such grave circumstances as 
quarrels and bickerings between husband and 
wife, it would befit him to wear a hat number 
ten if it fits a head upright on his shoulders, 
and bearing it in that position unmolested from 
knock or pull, or being cast aside with a kick,, 
or with her hands that ought to be under more 
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prudent coutiol than to be made nippers of to 
pull his hair out by the roots. For it is not 
the deed, but the restraint that tells when en- 
forced by a prudent person who will do nothing 
without just reason, and the best a wife can do 
to her husband is to do nothing to displease 
him. I know it is the part of a good wife to be 
helpful to her husband, but not in that way. 
Hairs are not sprout3 to be cooked — he feels 
no joy in any such pulls. Better go and pull 
asparagus in your garden, if you have any grow- 
ing, and by taking hold of these of which he 
may be fond, you will take from his heart every 
weight of sadness that you are able to lift with 
your own hands alone, without using a crow- 
bar, a poker, a shovel, a cudgel or a stool — for 
a wife that would pull her husband's hair out 
by the roots, would draw out with them the 
twining tendrils of his heart's affection for her 
as well. Moral. — Those who are inclined to 
fight have anger for a poor weapon. 
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PART VIII 



THE STOMACH RULES THE HEART. 

Perhaps my readers may think that it was 
not wise of me to have put hair into the 
account when the peculiar effects of pig meat 
alone would have been sufficient as a theme to 
fill one volume of an encyclopedia. To have 
passed hair over without alluding to it in this 
sketch, you may say would have redounded 
more to my credit as a truth teller. True, 
many wicked men try to live by unlawful means, 
and lieing in print is one of them, for many 
ideas are worded and phrased that have no 
truth in them. Indeed, it is well known that 
backbiters, liars and covert frauds prey upon 
the credulity of confiding people. I trust, how- 
ever, that my readers will not accuse me of 
stating facts otherwise than truthful. Let your 
good opinion then sustain me as a person who 
speaks for nobody's hurt or affront, for truly 
you would take me to task if your opinions 
with a just reason were given. But, as an 
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apology, be it known that be who lias fed on a 
domesticated animal that grunt;?, can show 
diversions in writing about other things both 
sacred as well as profane. For deceit, like hair, 
doth tend to be handled in more ways than one. 
Therefore in this digression, of my narrative 
on pork, I consider hair of more consequence 
than bristles in showing how it might be too 
roughly pulled in married life. Were it not 
for this warning in showing the danger that the 
bald pate has passed through, this digression 
would not have been written. 

So of all that which has been heretofore said 
about hair and other causes hinted at of wicked- 
ness, shams and schemes I could go on thus 
moralizing to the end of the subject, even with 
matter as true, perhaps, if not more, in the 
pious, meek nature of veal, and its effects on 
the heart ; but I shall leave this as a topic briefly 
in few words to the more open and candid to 
expound, therefore let Mr. Robert Veal Cutlet 
himself speak, or w T rite of it, and use no more 
words, if possible, on the substance of veal 
than I have. Pig, I know, is a more weighty 
subject when fattened to win a prize at a fair, 
and conveys a moral in its pure leaf larded 
whiteness than veal, which may be more seri- 
ous to look at in its meek, leaden aspect than 
lard. Because when we see a dead pig strung 
up on a hook outside or on a block inside of a 
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butcher's shop, it must remind some of us that 
when life has gone from our bodies, that we may 
likewise be in a similar manner suspended or 
placed on a table for a while inside of a dissect- 
ing room, for butchers are no more bold to 
attack the living animal than some surgeons to 
dissect the dead body. 

Therefore, while poor pig being fat and sleek, 
comes in for many stabs, the poor, lean, dead 
man embalmed, may come at last to get many 
cuts from the surgeon's scalpel. 

This, then being, possible as the way you 
may go when the breath leaves your body, 
I now resume my story, which may, therefore, 
be reckoned a marvellous mystery sufficient of 
proof that certain kinds of food eaten greedily 
act as incentives to gain the heart of the un- 
married of both sexes, so as to bring them to 
their fateful end of single blessedness. Surely, 
then it must be as I have said repeatedly 
attributable to the food which they have 
eaten. For does not nature and experience 
show us that the stomach rules the heart ? 

Herein, therefore, let it be stated again, if 
not giving the whole reason, yet it will be just 
so much in meaning as to fix on the memory 
of the reader that which he has already read in 
these pages, how rich odors of cookiag regale 
the nose and enlarge the nostrils, according to 
the f6od or drink the stomach prefers. 
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Have not ye who have seen the nose red at 
the point guessed (although from me you have 
no need to learn it, yet it must be admitted as 
a sign of his favorite beverage) that it was a 
toper's nose blossoming from whiskey on the 
stomach? But the blossoms you saw were not 
charms on the face of nature. But on the other 
hand, you may want to know how love for whis- 
key could so far extend its baneful wastes of 
alcoholic breath and still give rose-blushes to 
the nose, while the stomach, at the same time, 
may be filled with a nurture of the purest love 
sending your spirits soaring on the wings of 
delight above singing like a lark to the skies. 
Perhaps you would like to know the cause of 
the exhileration you feel, although you may not 
be a whit better for being so made acquainted 
with the dish you like best. Well, let us say 
liver and bacon. You order it. You hear it 
fry. Now, if its smell pleases you enough to 
make you say : 

4< Livaronia, thou art an excellent cook." She 
may answering you, say : 

" Such a compliment could only come from 
a friend who knows how to appreciate eatables 
prepared in good style. It is also pleasing to 
know that I can be trusted with the welfare of 
your appetite, which as shown to me now, you 
will soon want some more of the same rich 
dainty dish now set down before an artist who 
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has paid for it, and which you can always ob- 
tain with my — my — heart as a gift for nothing." 

" How can you afford to be so liberal, Livar- 
onia, as to give your heart away to me for 
nothing ; you charge for the liver and bacon, 
do you not ?" 

" It is only the heart that belongs to me — 
not the liver and bacon, — therefore, I can 
afford to give it to you as a gift." 

" It is always right, Livaronia, to act hon- 
estly, so that looking to the welfare of the 
stomach, as well as the good of the heart, you 
can always be trusted, even out of sight." 

" To be advised and praised by an artist is 
to flatter the cook, even without saying it to 
her face." 

" Indeed, not to be pleased with so amiable 
a lady cuisiniere as you, Livaronia, would show 
a want of due courtesy to so fair a caterer." 

" I thank you, Mr. Hogedd Baconus Daubius, 
for your good opinion of me. I am glad you 
are pleased with my liver and bacon ; your 
fondness for it is my fondness for you, for in 
serving it to one on whom a faithful woman 
can rely, my heart goes with it." 

"Indeed!" 

" Yes, indeed, Mr. Hogedd Baconus Daubius, 
to fry liver and bacon for and serve it to you is 
to love you." 

"Fair Livaronia, you are talking love for 
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yourself. I asked you for liver and bacon, not 
thinking that I was going to get tongue served 
with it." 

" While saying that to me, Mr. Hogedd, you 
have given my heart an interval to sigh." 

" Indeed ! And why not say, that while you 
know how to fry liver and bacon, that you also 
know how to make love at the same time ; but 
let me inform you that no king nor queen has 
appointed me as an ambassador-extraordinary 
to the Court of Cupid, who has been compelled 
by me to abdicate the throne of Heartasia where 
he has reigned so long, in favor of stomachus, 
the Great Sovereign Ruler of Lovecharmica ; 
and, therefore, I may as well tell you, that in 
this cottage hotel by the sea — Lingua mail 
pars pessima — the tongue is the worst part of a 
bad servant." 

" I know, Mr. Hogedd, that love can feed the 
mind with empty ideas, but does not this dish 
of fried liver and bacon show that a heart can 
aleo be given with it?" 

" Then I understand that you follow this 
business to make love as well as make 
money ?" 

" If hunger will obey no laws — and that 
must be the reason why you are here — cannot 
the same be said of love ?" 

" I know that preparing food in good style*, 
Livaronia, is an art not easily acquired, but as 



Digitized by LiOOQ IC 



72 LOVE IS IN THE STOMACH, 

difficult as this may be to attain, it shows that 
you have no need to take lessons in * Love 
Made Easy.' I can eat tender liver and bacon 
without having your love added to it as a 
condiment. Plain talk from you is spicy enough 
with this dish for me." 

"Well, well, well! Mr. Hogedd Baconus 
Daubius, a woman's love can be' indepepdent 
all the world over irrespective of wealth or 
position, and you a single man in your forlorn 
condition of life, perhaps, from fearing marriage 
oppression, is still to keep me doubtful." 

" To be tied in wedlock is not easy to be 
released from the restraint ; so, as single bles- 
sedness may be a burden to some, it would be 
more easy for me to carry than such a yoke 
around my neck as the one you propose. No, 
no, not yet for Joseph, be it said to go it blind 
that way, — Hogedd Baconus Daubius, still 
chooses to be free, especially from the kind of 
love you want him to accept. Therefore, as 
such a love might strive to oppress and not sus- 
tain affection, it becomes essential for a man 
of honor to be prudent, and I being suck an 
one, Livaronia, I must refuse to accept the love 
you offer me." 

" To have kept such knowledge from me, Mr. 
Hogedd Baconus Daubius, was to live in ignor- 
ance of your disposition as a trustworthy man. 
We heard it said frequently by clergymen who 



Digitized by LjOOQ LC 



NOT THE HEART. 73 

have stopped here that a man's conscience is 
always made good by honest ways and upright 
thoughts, just as the blood is made pure by the 
use of fresh food. It, therefore, becomes me 
to say to you that since you have brought your 
'pride of worship to the stag, cottage hotel, 
where the good have no need of pews in which 
to eat liver and bacon, a man so candid of 
speech as a moral adviser to me, should be 
always wideawake enough to see his own faults 
as well as those of others." 

1 ' Just so, just so, Livaronia, and as I have 
no need to kneel and pray in this cottage hotel 
for repentance, I can say conscientiously with 
the French, " Les fousfoiit desfestins" — " Fools 
make feasts and wise men eat them." 

"You must have been reading the fable of 
the fox preaching to the hen." 

"Of course to let your tongue, Livaronia, re-. 
main still in your mouth would be like a sword 
inclined to rust when unmoved in its scabbard, 
for you know how to sharpen your wit as well 
as put an edge on a dull tongue honed on a pair 
of pretty lips." 

" Dear Mr. Daubius, you must know that 
" Habit becomes second nature," which you 
must also as a man of learning know is praise- 
worthy when it tends to honorable actions in- 
clining the health to the virtues of good food 
for the stomach and true nobility for the heart." 
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" You have said rightly, Livaronia, a servant 
can change her place but not her disposition 
to love. You may find such a labor a pleasure 
frying liver for me without tendering love with 
the bacon, which is sweet and tender enough ; 
but the fried liver, Livaronia, would be more 
appetizing were it not quite as tough as the 
liver of Prometheus that vultures fed on but 
could not eat away." 

•' In cooking it for you, dear Mr. Hogedd, I 
was thinking of you all the time, and in serv- 
ing it to you, dear Daubius, my heart went 
with it, which must be the cause of me having 
done it too much. You will pardon this as a 
fault of the heart not the ~mind, will you not, 
Mr. Hogedd ? for to serve you with liver and 
bacon well done or done rare is to love you." 

"I accept the apology dear Livaronia. I am 
charmed with the bacon, but to you and the 
liver I must say * good-bye.' Therefore, con- 
sider this matter as an affair of the heart not 
satisfactorily decided in your favor, because my 
heart has no more room left for repentance, 
and for that reason I must not be indiscreet, as 
the injury to my peace of mind might be great. 
Therefore, continue, fair Livaronia, when fry- 
ing, broiling, roasting and stewing, increasing 
in virtuous love. I shall still bear my load of 
single blessedness alone. Good-bye, Livaronia, 
good-bye.' 1 
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" Farewell, My Own Sweet Love." " You'll 
Remember Me." 

" How Could I Forget Thee?" " Good-bye, 
Sweetheart, Good-bye." 

Moral — Don't it seem strange that such a 
simple thing as a slice of bacon or a flab pf fried 
liver should have been used as an entering 
wedge to the heart of Hogedd Baconus Dau- 
bius?" 

There ought to be a warning contained in 
the above episode for a wise man to act upon 
discreetly. He should never take the caprices 
of a woman with their flimsy pretenses for 
sincerity. Being sensitive to honor and truth, 
they will only tend to stir up his disgust of 
them the more they trifle with his heart. 
Therefore, let me warn you as a friend that 
there is danger to him who has a giddy head 
and walks near deep water when lie cannot 
swim. There is no being more to fear than her 
who plays the game of hearts — she always turns 
up a trump card. Therefore let the word of a 
mend warn you against the game that may 
only end with the folly. Moths hover near the 
lamp and get burnt, and you don'1 
danger in the search which happe 
again believing in a deceitful wo 
whose sport it seemed was like hers 
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playing with men's hearts. Having got out of 
the strange power of the artful one, Livaronia, 
my experience with whom ought to have made 
me wiser in future not to go that way again, as 
it were, blind, I fell in love with a fair damsel 
whose appearance seemed as meek as the purest 
leaf lard m docility, if no better in quality than 
the other, vet no worse it proved upon strange 
grounds 01 faith in her behavior, her food and 
her love. 



A LOVE EPISODE. 

So, as the stomach and the heart have been 
freely discussed in these pages, the eye now 
must not be left out of the following account 
of a bicycle photo-sketching tour I made in 
the lake district. 

Hence, with an eye that seldom sleeps in the 
daytime, I used mine freely looking at the 
cheeks of farmers' daughters in the dales of 
Cumberland, and was not set back a peg in my 
dignity when I observed how they glowed like 
a sunset painted with orange vermilion on can- 
vas. 

It was a wonder to me where these young 
women got so much warm, rich color from, while 
mine had almost none at all, except a brown 
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tan. Well, I found out that this particular 
difference in the coloring matter of phizog. was 
owiug to their food, which was mostly ham 
sugar-cured. The discovery was somewhat 
flattering to my vanity — a rural find unsought, 
unthought of, unknown before to me. " Have 
I found out a new hygienic cosmetic ?" I said to 
myself. Hog's lard scented I knew was used 
as a salve rubbed in upon the skin, but the 
ham I saw was used in a contrary way. It was 
put inside of the mouth in order to force the 
color outside on to the cheek. It was for this 
food that the north country girls went as if 
knowing all the good effects that were in it just 
as instinctively as a cat goes after mice, and 
they devoured it as a relish with a raw or 
roasted onion. 

The esculent seemed to give them the most 
comfort, because they may have eaten it as a 
cure for difficulty of breathing, as some of them 
were inveterate gabbers. 

Having talked themselves almost hoarse, 
some were advised by an old she-doctor to try 
Nature's inhaling cure for attacks of asthma, — 
to go and walk on garlic-scented meadows, and 
from thence to enter piney woodlands, return- 
ing to their homes again through spruce bal- 
sam groves. 

These rambles they were told to repeat when 
the weather permitted until their irritated, 
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spasmodic bronchial tubes were soothed with 
the odors and a cure effected. 

But seeing one fair darling of the dales, sweet 
Anna Dyne, who having no need of an anodyne 
•to assuage spasmodic pains with, her complaint 
being that of a loveable, engaging sweetness of 
disposition, I was the better able to judge of 
her ailment which needed but the simple cure 
of someone's love to lull her joyousness of 
heart, when at the sudden and ardent grasp of 
my hand, the beauty avowed to me — a man for 
whom she had made only one ham sandwich — 
words that were far more tender and which 
were, indeed, to me a great surprise. 

" I am the woman you are looking for — the 
only one you can depend on as a wife. Nay, 
do not look surprised at the news. I give you 
this advice with the warning free, the sandwich 
costing you but sixpence ; both of which are to be 
used for thy self-protection, the danger of which 
now you do not see, nor perhaps know, is the 
wrathful of my sex who are prone to fall in love 
with the first man they see ; so I warn jou to 
beware of them, — they are of many kinds in 
disposition, but all of them are jealous to a de- 
gree worse than madness." 

It was thus that Anna avowed how much she 
loved me, and made me rather think of death 
than the tyranny of a jealous woman. 

Now, was not this sudden intimacy the way 
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of a will foolish, showing that she had greater 
knowledge of her own sex than sense in being 
too liberal with her advice, which apparently 
to me was the. coveting of her own desire to be 
my wife ? 

Indeed, I thought it very strange that he who 
buys a ham sandwich from a pretty country 
girl, should get a weapon put into his hand to 
put him on the defensive in case of an attack 
made upon his heart. But did she not in her 
own warning words give me the first thrust with 
her tongue that breathed of folly or false 
friendship? 

Yes, her playing with the heart, no doubt, 
was to wound me there just on the old sore where 
I felt some pain left from the follies of other 
days; for I kaevv enough, having learned some 
wisdom from the consequences of mistakes made 
with women whose fickleness disappoints us 
every day, not to look for sincere affection from 
such a girl as Anna whose odorous breath was 
not redolent with the perfume of the violet, 
which is said to bloom in the meek dells of a 
modest heart. 
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PART IX 



MY STRANGE LOVE DREAM. 

It is said by scientists that there is a subtle 
principal in animated creatures known as vital 
affinity, and, therefore, lest this phenomenon 
in my own case should remain doubtful, it is 
herein affirmed that there must have been a 
vital sympathy between my digestive organs, 
and a sort of sentimentallic attraction of the 
love passion to the stomach, heart and mind 
when I accepted a sandwich with a tender 
glance from those amiable creatures who had 
kindred tastes to mine. 

Oh! the fascinating power of those sandwiches, 
which I to this day cannot forget, nor those who 
gave them to me during my wanderings through 
a land of strange infatuations, or call it what you 
may, for seldom did I go away from a cottage 
where I had stopped over night, but some lov- 
ing lassie would at parting from her induce me 
to take a sandwich of ham with the red ruby 
lean inside rim'd with snow white fat, and 
smeared with Durham mustard. 
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Going along munching the delicious gift, an 
agreeable strange pulsation at my heart made 
me linger on the road, turn and look back at 
the cottage I had just left behind, to catch a 
glimpse of the darling who was still waving' 
good-bye, love, adieu to my own silent re- 
sponse. 

" Take with this sandwich my heart," I have 
since breathed in many a sigh. Who could re- 
fuse to accent a loving ham sandwich from so 
dear a kind Iriend as Jenny ? As a gift, it was 
a choice one to me, but very strange in its 
effects. Was it the mustard, I wondered that 
kept tickling my palate while I was eating it? 
May be, for I gave a smile to the seasoning, as 
I saw there was more fat than lean, which 
meant more dullness to my spirits than cheer- 
fulness to my heart. But notwithstanding the 
mustard was spread upon the sandwich, per- 
haps, as a thin disguise, I devoured it with the 
hope that she would be mine. Yes, I blessed 
the hand that carved the slices so wafer-like, 
thin as a penny postage stamp, then sat me 
down on the road side, feeling quite faint from a 
love languishment thinking of Jenny ; and 
there with her in my thoughts, I reclined on a 
bank of wild violets and sighed myself to sleep. 

There soon in a sound slumber I dreamt that 
I was traveling along a road hedged with haw- 
thorn, hazel, elder and lilac — floral emblems of 
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affection — of which when I had gathered a hat 
full I would go back to Jenny and give them to 
her as a present with my love thus symbolized : 
Hope in the hawthorn blossom, Compassion in 
the elder flower, and first Emotions of love in 
the lilac buds — until I reached the top of a 
mountain. Then standing on a ledge that over- 
looked the vale I came through, away in the 
dim distance I saw the white cottage wherein 
my fond one lived, and wished' that I could 
from my eyeri fly to her, the charming Jenny, 
the fairest of her native vale, to tell her the 
story of my love. 

My wish came true. Wings of ham sliced 
thin, shingled with rind, from my shoulders 
opened out like the doors of a wardrobe, then 
spreading as large as a sloop's jib they lifted 
me off my feet, then with a buoyant ecstasy I 

§ave one flap and darted off like a hawk after a 
ove, and soon alighted on the native heath of 
Jenny, my charmer. She was feeding pigs. I 
stood near the trough. She saw me — knew me. 
We shot each other's eyes with fond glances. 
She did not speak a word — she couldn't — she was 
so surprised at my changed appearance — into a 
winged Bat-kyudel. I asked her why she was 
silent. She smiled, then nudged a pig to make 
it grunt and teach me how to cherish love 
at second sight, which I felt was still more 
ardent then than when first with love for her I 



Digitized by LjOOQ LC 



NOT THE HEART. 83 

combed a wig. Then through the jarring fric-^ 
tion of stroking her pet pig, electric sparks flew 
from its bristles on to my lips, and set the 
motor of my tongue a wagging a melody of 
pleasing tones with a depth of pathos in a low 
voice as if my chest were a phonograph. She 
felt enthused at the vocal strain, but did not 
lisp one word of praise, but twisted an old sow's 
tail that was sipping swill, and in which at each 
grunt the old sow gave I fancied that I heard a 
whispered vow, " I will love thee then as now." 
So, standing closer to the trough, I stroked 
with soft, endearing words and tender hands 
the old sow's back. It knew my tongue when 
I said " Swill," and put a pleasing kink into its 
tail. 

Then the distant din of a pig getting killed 
was music in my ears. The squeals of pain I 
heard induced me to ask my charmer, that when 
pork she'd make of that dear pig, to be kind 
enough to spare me a spare rib. 

" You needn't wait," she answered, " here is 
one to spare, but he who picks it with his 
teeth and eats the meat thereof, will never fail 
to grunt the woes of absent love and, perhaps, 
the pains of indigestion." 

I said, " I had no fear of stomach growls and 
no fright of pig to stifle true love sighs with 
squeals and grunt s." 

Then she murmured that as if by some strange 
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power, she'd gratify my wish — a tender spare 
rib to pick — that I'd soon get enchanted by a 
witch. 

" If to be charmed by one with the name of 
Jenny, I'll run the risk, therefore, keep it not 
from me an instant. It will make him who 
receives it a happy man." 

" Here's a spare rib for you, then," she said, 
handing one to me. 

" A dainty rib, indeed, it is," I said. " Spare 
and tender enough, given by you with a willing 
heart and hand. I, too, can tie liberal likewise, 
giving you my heart as a gift, if this spare rib 
proves beneficial enough to make me, after 
eating it unsparingly, your fond husband." 

" Not enough," she said, " is the phrase of 
the greedy. Begin the picking of it now, not 
sparing tne spare rib any longer.'' 

Then she disappeared down my throat as 
soon as I had swallowed the first mouthful. 

When vanished, I wondered and said to my- 
self, "Thou art, indeed, my own one now." 
Feeling no worse, but rather better, from hav- 
ing her joyous nature in my inside, still I was 
doubtful that some evil might be in the precipi- 
tate, headlong affection of sportive Jenny, and 
felt my left side to find out whether my heart 
was in its right place beating, unshaken and 
sound ; but it gave me true proof of its motions 
being all right; and then being no sooner in- 
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spired with confidence, up from my bosom 
leaped a being in the shape of a woman which 
I could see, although it was somewhat dark 
without a candle. 

" Ah ! ah ! I am Mother Judy," she squeaked, 
"from that Punch and Judy show you were 
looking at the other day, and smiled so fondly 
at me. You are in my power now. Your 
teeth have picked a dainty rib. I knew it 
would make you love me." 

" Who are you," I said, " that has watched 
the movement of my jaws, and must have 
counted the many delicious chews I gave that 
rib?" 

" I am the phosphorescent spirit of that pig's 
brain, the adored one who has put the fond 
impulses in your heart, and taught you how to 
cherish love and give thy nose sweet tones of 
grunting words to me, the darling of thy heart." 

" What! me a victim of a hideous Judy witch? 
How could a spare rib work such misery to 
man ? You must set traps made with the ribs 
of pigs to ensnare the human heart," 

" Your image," she replied, " is now fixed to 
me, but not with hypo-sulphite of soda, which 
you have used to fix mine." 

"Yon seem to know something of photog- 
raphy as well as the art of fascinating man." 

"I could give you lessons in both methods," 
she replied. 
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" Enchanted and enchained here, as it were, 
so that I cannot leave you bears testimony of 
your power to fascinate, but having this knowl- 
edge, can you teach me how to develope my 
freedom without the use of hydroquinone." 

"Yes," she said, " I can break the rings by 
which you are now chained by the ears io that 
gate so you cannot go a-courting other girls." 

" Name your price," I said, " to release me 
from thy jealous restraint." 

" I ask no pay," she said, " to make you once 
more a free man. This red hot iron will gain 
for me due compensation." 

" How so," I replied. 

" By singeing the bristles off thy cheeks and 
the feet that hath wandered away from me." 

"'Tis you and not me who is the pig that 
most deserves to be singe-dfor being so un- 
natural to a fellow that means you no harm/' 

" Nay, it is you," she replied, obstinate woman 
like for contradicting, " who hath all the hu- 
manity taken out of you juggling with the 
untrustworthy in the name of friend." 

" Thou suspicious old bag, do you suspect 
me of keeping evil company ? If you do you 
guess right, for am I not in your company 
now?" 

" Although you give it, yet I do not take that 
man's word who hath upon oath perjured the 
good name of women," she said. 
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" The opinions of others take better with me 
in their favor who know that I am no worse in 
my ways than other men," was my answer. 

" I being a woman," the old hag replied, 
" you have never asked if the name of Eve was 
ever heard of by me." 

" Perhaps you are another evil one," I said, 
" and have designs on me ; if so, and } v ou 
have anything to give away, I would rather 
have the gift of an old glove than a rotten apple, 
believing that he who expects a prudent woman 
for a wife, would, if he had you, obtain a fool- 
ish one, therefore, you are not for me." 

" Me not the woman for you ?" she said. " By 
nature thou art mine in sympathy with my own 
nature that hath a claim on thee, for I am her 
who hath set thy heart aching, thy mind long- 
ing, and thy stomach hungering almost to 
greediness." 

Saying this the old hag smiled such a hollow 
smile in her cheeks like dimples knocked in 
dough, kneading it with fists. 

Here, I thought, was a tender awakening of 
love that must have slept a long time in the 
heart of that old hag grinning at me. Then 
looking at her through the finder of my camera, 
my right digit on the button to take a snap shot 
at the hideous beauty, she screamed : " If you 
snap that cigar box at me, I'll burn your eyes 
out with this red hot iron." 



Digitized by LiOOQ IC 



88 LOVE IS IN THE STOMACH, 

" Strange that you should do Ihat," I said, 
" and make of me your swain. How could I 
see to admire you ?" 

" How could I with love of thee burn, if here 
you had not come ? Can you expect to pursue 
your way through these dales photo-sketching 
and neglect her who has made nice sandwiches 
for you ?" 

" You have assorted out the wrong one from 
among a variety of some other fellows who 
were not wise in selecting you to slice ham for 
them." 

" And you are that man and I am the virtu- 
ous maiden.". 

" Oh ! modesty/' I said, " go not thou on 
shameful ways to blush before a virtuous 
youth." 

Hearing this she hid her face within her 
hands and sobbed: "I care not for any one's 
opinion ; I have an honored name among the 
good of my sex. The evil to me done is thine 
— you talk to other women." 

" That is too bad," I said. 

" And may be worse for you if I retaliate by 
taking number two as the better man." 

" You are still vexed at something," I re- 
plied, — " the vain hope, perhaps, of obtaining 
a companion in good circumstances to better 
yourself." 

" Why not ? I was never a friend to any one 
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else but you/' the hag replied, " and you can 
find no one better than me." 

" What ! you have a sincere feeling for me ? 
Me keep you, who has only a name, perhaps 
no heart !" 

"Yes, as much as any other woman with a 
heart worthy of the name. I could give my 
heart only to a man of honor/' 

" Indeed ! it is me then, perhaps, who would 
not be obtained." 

u If some love were shown to me, you might 
be trusted *, but I never for a moment have con- 
fidence in a bashful man's affection. Much 
harm has been done by it, winning her to be 
jilted as soon as won." 

" I might apply the word jilt to thyself in thy 
attachment to me who, perhaps, would be soon 
discarded for another one no better thau me. 
Therefore, all the bashfulness that you have 
will never harm me." 

" Nothing, it seems, that I might say would 
tend to convince a man who seeks for a better 
one than me." 

" Wanted — is not to keep one of the kind who 
lives on man solely, and you might feel as much 
for me as you would for a horse you'd feed with 
shavings." 

" But if yon were as faithful a beast as a horse 
I might feed you with the kind of oats that 
would suit you, so that being pleased with the 
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fodder and me, the owner, I might be able to 
manage and drive you without using reins ; but 
in case you should need more restraint to check 
thy ways, skittishly prancing on roads fre- 
quented by fickle jades, then to make you more 
attentive to me, I could whip you into obedi- 
ence if you didn't behave yourself. " 

" Indeed, such might be your temper, and 
that is what I fear in a woman suspicious and 
easily vexed who would howl like a tiger cat at 
trifles. Therefore, this fear of setting my con- 
fiding heart into aching pangs by a jealous 
woman's violent temper, adds one more chance 
against your alienating my affections from dear 
Jenny." 

" J enny J" the hag screeched, " I am sur- 
prised." 

"No wonder," I said, "we are so intent on 
seeing no one but ourselves." 

" Then you ve seen Jenny?" the hag repeated. 

" Yes, Jenny," I replied, "who disappeared 
awhile ago down my throat because of a word 
too quickly spoken without thought while I was 
picking a spare rib?" 

" It was ner spirit," the hag replied, " that 
vanished from a man old enough, if not wise 
enough withal, to have known the folly of say- 
ing silly things to a sensitive young woman 
easily mift with offense at jokes told to her 
having a dark meaning of inuendo, such as — can 
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one be too lucky finding pure gold among 
coals." 

" It's a mistake ; the words convey no such 
meaning, although they may give a vague rea- 
son to some minds by comparison ; but they 
were not said to wound her feelings, because 
he who is faithful is always cautious in that 
which he may say to a modest woman, and 
there is noue better than Jenny, whom, it seems, 
you know." 

" Indeed I do. She told me of the foolish 
freak that you to whom she looked for affec- 
tion played before her face/' 

" Was it him or her that fell into an error?" 

"There were two fallings — one was a fall- 
ing out, and the other was a falling in. He 
changed himself from being her sweetheart into 
a winged Bat-kyudel, and for that reason, the 
error that she made was for her to have fallen 
into his interior being when he gave a grunt 
and opened two big square jaws like those of a 
hippopotamus, and greedily swallowed her, 
knowing that she would then be closer to his 
heart." 

" She ought to have shown better judgment. 
I didn't put those wings on that made of me a 
Bat-kyudel. They were of spontaneous growth, 
and came out of my sides when I thought I 
would like a pair with which to fly to Jenny 
from the mountain ledge whereon I stood. So, 
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you see it is not my fault. It was my love 
thinking of her there that her own spirit hearing 
me wishing to be near her, fixed these huge 
bat wings to my side before I knew it." 

" She was a goose in taking you for a Bat- 
kyudel. As it is so, however, both of you 
make a strange pair of fowls." 

" And you make another one by your foul 
play with, me. But for all that aspersion to 
me, the name of goose to Jenny does not 
make her one, therefore I would let this con- 
troversy end were she to appear before me 
now." 

u If she should appear to you smiling would 
you press her to your bosom?" 

44 Yes, indeed! as affectionately as a fond 
father would embrace an absent daughter." 

" Shame is me, then, for taking you to be a 
winged Bat-kyudel. From what I've heard I 
shall lose nothing from being known. I am 
the one thou hast in thy mind," said the hag. 

" Nay, surely !" was my reply. On saying 
this, that instant I heard the killing of a pig. 
" What blissful tones upon my ep,rs falleth ! 
Whence come those music notes?" I said, 
" If you know it give me the name of the 
musician." 

4 * That musical pig is known, sir," said the 
hag, 44 as the meadows pride and the sty's 
jewel. Soon it will be roasted for a wedding 
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feast, to which you and I are invited to be the 
bride and bridegroom. " 

On saying this the hag underwent a complete 
metamorphic change. She appeared trans- 
formed from the ugly-faced bag- witch I had 
been talking to, and who had as volubly talked 
back to me, as a smiling young woman, and sad 
to me endearingly. 

" Now, Jack, fulfill your promise of marriage. 
You are trusted in this for faith, dear Jack. 
Now come and wed her, your Jenny, and be 
wise." 

14 Yes, yes, indeed I will," I exclaimed, "begin 
the nuptial ceremony. Bid the wedding bells 
ring from the spire of the village church that 
Jack and Jenny are getting married." 

Then awakened by my own loud shouts of 
the nightmare, I heard a grunt, and looking 
around from whence it came, I saw to my 
amazement that a pig had been rooting near 
my . side and thumping its snout against my 
back. 



[the end.] 
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Other Works by the Same Author, Already Published. 

DAISY SWAIN, THE FLOWER OF THE 

SHENANDOAH. 

Written and published during the American Rebellion. 

1 vol., 12mo., 167 pages. Cloth. 26 Illustrations. 

Price - - - $1 or 4s. 
Comment : A work of great ability, expressing the loyal 
spirit of those troublous times. 

THE MEXICAN, OR LOVE AND LAND. 
Founded on the invasion of Mexico by tbe French. 
lvol., 228 pages. Cloth. 14 Illustrations. $1 or 4s. 
Comment : Inspired in language and ideas, breathing of 
love and patriotism. 

THE HASH OF UNISTASIA.— Our American Hash. 

A satire in prose and verse. 

1 vol., 8vo. Cloth. Illustrated. Price, $1 or 4s. 

Comment : What frankness of detail ! How humorous! 

What sallies of wit! The author of this wonderful satire 

stands alone, original and unique. 

ENGLAND NOT DEAD, TURK AND BRITON, 

SCENES IN CUMBERLAND. 

Founded on war events in Europe and the artistic 
rambles of the author. 1 vol., 8vo., 128 pages, con- 
taining, in addition to subject-matter of the titles, 14 
original song lyrics, with others, appropriate to the 
bucolic of "Scenes in Cumberland." Price, $1 or 4s. 

Comment : It would be difficult to find in dramatic dia- 
logue a finer battle scene written than "Turk and Briton." 

For beauty of diction, imagery and rhythm, there is 
nothing in ancient and modern literature that excels it. 
It's a classic. 

The above works will be sent by mail, postpaid, on 
receipt of the price and address. 
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Opinions About the Author and His Works. 



"John M. Dagnall may justly claim to rank as the 
most versatile and naturally gifted of living human 
beings. Poet, dramatist, artist, musician and vocalist 
are certainly high degrees of natural endowment seldom 
possessed by one individual. With original genius in 
poesy , he unites in language, rhythm and ideas, deep 
pathos of the heart to the most generous free -sou led hu- 
mor of a joyous spirit." 

"His great poems are characterized by patriotism, 
heroism, pathos and sublimity; his minor ones by love, 
humor, sentiment and tenderness." 

" Unquestionably the volumes which Mr. Dagnall has 
written, with such uncommon splendor of diction, will be 
the groundwork for some future historian and playwright 
to build on." ' 

"A genial spirit that charms and animates with a vigor 
of narration in humor and pathos, depicting scenes and 
incidents unsurpassed." 

"While we live we shall keep our mind's eye fixed on 
the brilliant planet ' Dagnall,' and our ears open to the 
splendor of his name, the mere mention of whioh will be 
associated with glory, wonder and genius." 

" It is evidenced in his works that he is a masterly de- 
lineator of character, effective without too much scholas- 
tic mechanism, preferring passion, action, with language 
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varied in style and spontaneous rhythm, as his poetic in- 
struments, rather than dry, effete rules of monotonous 
rhyming. Through the warmth of sentiment and passion, 
he gives free vent to his fine emotional nature, which 
strikes yon with surprise and mates you say, when you 
read the unexpected turn in the rhythm : * What a fine ex- 
pression of true feeling ! ' He thus gives himself up to the 
movement, abandoned to all else save the emotions he feels 
and describes. It i* this that will male Mr. Dagnali 
always renowned as pre-eminently, without question, the 
first and foremost, miscellaneous rhythmic poet of the 
age. Now living, he is regarded with wonder; dead, he 
will be thought of as an enigma full of mystery in the 
divine art of poesy." 

Other new works written by Mr. Dagnall, as varied in 
subject-matter and original in style of composition, will 
be announced as soon as published. 
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